BADEN-BADEN

August

PIGEONS ARE FEEDING on a bright and sunny cornfield;
the fanner appears, carrying a gun. He does not fire
it, but the sight of it scares the pigeons and they fly
away. Some, mostly the foreigners, fly far away: those
which are locally bred hover about, ready to settle again
when the danger is past. After a short interval they
flutter down, finding that all is peaceful, and, following
their example, the foreigners return. There is life and
activity once more in the sunny cornfield.

With this Virgilian simile (and one must admit that the
great poet himself would have presented it better), one
may describe the present state of Baden-Baden. The
luxury world of this country has, of necessity, in the past
few years had an unsteady time: those who have main-
tained and supported it are seeing their efforts crowned
with success.

"The good old days" of Baden-Baden recall pro-
cessions of kings, minor kings and other royalty which
thronged the place in the late Victorian and Edwardian
eras; French and Russian nobility especially made the
most lavish display.

There is a florid description of life here in the 'seventies
by Ouida in Under Tm Flags; the pages bristle with
brilliance, glory, grand dukes and princesses. And if you
look upstairs in the corridors of the Stephanie-Brenner
Hotel (in those days it was the Stephanie-Bauer, just
before the Brenner family acquired it) you will see all the
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